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waters, from a hankering to divide and rule, that the
author imputes such blemishes of character to our
American cousins ? Was this literary trifle thrown off
by some returned Chinese graduate from Harvard or
Yale? One likes to think so; to think of the young
giant rejoicing in his strength. One likes less to think
of the alternative: of a piece of human jetsam, some
miserable exiled hack, former brilliant Oxford
epigrammatist, bundled out of the country twenty
years ago while full of youth and promise, now to be
hired for a dram or a pipe of opium*

Such a notice in a "foreign-style" hotel in Japan
would be out of the question; the Chinese English is
funny for the picture that it reveals of Chinese upper
middle-class taste; the Japanese for the Japanese ideas
of foreign upper middle-class taste, or even, possibly,
for the childlike candour with which it attributes it
to patrons of that class. In the following case both the
romantic and the classical, the charms alike of sub-
stance and of form, may be discovered. The passage
is taken from the brochure of an up-to-date Japanese
hotel: "Modern sanitation combined with modern
lighting and ventilation reach a twentieth-century
standard appreciated by all the guests. The service is
excellent. Visitors will especially like the charming
little Japanese maidens in the dining-room with whom
attention to the guest is apparently a labour of love."

But coy ways such as these do not exhaust the